INTRODUCTION
and having gone into it and walked up to the altar, Johnson,
whose piety was constant and fervent, sent me to my knees, saying,
'Now that you are going to leave your native country, recommend
yourself to the protection of your Creator and Redeemer.' ... My
revered friend walked down with me to the beach, where we em-
braced and parted with tenderness, and engaged to correspond by
letters. I said, CI hope, Sir, you will not forget me in my absence/
JOHNSON. 'Nay, Sir, it is more likely you should forget me, than
that I should forget you.* As the vessel put out to sea, I kept my
eyes upon him for a considerable time, while he remained rolling
his majestic frame in his usual manner: and at last I perceived him
walk back into the town and he disappeared.
It seems that even then the idea of a biography had al-
ready crossed BoswelPs mind. He had certainly decided that
his journal would 'afford materials for a very curious nar-
rative.' But there were never to be another three months in
his life when he was to have an opportunity of seeing so
much of Johnson, of observing the quickness and fertility of
his mind, his sharp insights, his marvellously inventive
humour.
Boswell spent almost a year in Holland, then embarked on
a Grand Tour of Germany, Switzerland, Italy and France.
He failed in his ambition to be received by King Frederick
the Great, but he contrived for himself meetings with both
Rousseau and Voltaire and had himself presented to the
Pope as Baron Boswell. From Italy he sailed to Corsica
where, with the help of a letter of introduction from Rous-
seau, he managed to gain an interview with Pasquale Paoli,
the Gorsicans' leader in their struggle for independence, and
where he obtained materials for his first successful book, An
Account of Corsica, the Journal of a Tour to That Island;
and Memoirs of Pascal Paoli. It was not until February 1766
that he returned to London, bringing with him Rousseau's
mistress who was going to join her lover at the lodgings of
David Hume and who had allowed or enticed Boswell into
bed with her when they were waiting at a Calais inn for the
departure of the Channel packet. But Boswell was unable to
stay in London long; nor did he manage to see as much of